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Garland, to the Ancient Banner of the Honse of Buc-
cleucli: —
" And hast thou here, like hermit gray,
Tliy mystic characters unroll'd,
O'er peaceful revellers to play,
Thou emblem, of the days of old ?
All hail! memorial of the brave,
The liegeman's pride, the Border's awe!
May thy gray pennon never wave
On sterner field than Carterhaugh! " etc.
I have no doubt the Sheriff of the Forest was a pronder
man, when he saw his boy ride abont Carterhaugh with
the pennon of Bellenden, than when Platoff mounted
himself for the imperial review of the Champ de Mars*
It is a pity that I should have occasion to allude, before
I quit a scene so characteristic of Scott, to another out-
break of Hogg's jealous humor. His Autobiography in-
forms us, that when the more distinguished part of the
company assembled on the conclusion of the sport to dine
at Bowhill, he was proceeding to place himself at a par-
ticular table — but the Sheriff seized Ms arm, told him
that was reserved for the nobility, and seated him at an
inferior board — "between himself and the Laird of
Harden " — the first gentleman of the clan Scott. "The
fact is," says Hogg, "I am convinced he was sore afraid
of my getting to be too great a favorite among the young
ladies of Buccleuch!" Who can read this, and not be
reminded of Sancho Panza and the Duchess? And,
after all, he quite mistook what Scott had said to him;
for certainly there was, neither on this, nor on any simi-
lar occasion at Bowhill, any high table for the nobility >
though there was a side-table for the children^ at which,
when the Shepherd of Ettrick was about to seat himself,
his friend probably whispered that it was reserved for
the "little lords and ladies, and their playmateso" This
blunder may seem undeserving of any explanation; but
it is often in small matters that the strongest feelings are
most strikingly betrayed — and this story is, in exact

